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PIMA AND PAPAGO LEGENDS 

BY MARY L. NEFF 

[The following legends were written at the instance of Dr. Mary L. Neff in 1907, by 
Pima and Papago children attending the Industrial School at Tucson, Arizona. They are 
printed here without any change, as an interesting record of the form in which the young 
Indian of that region takes the remains of his tribal past into his future life. Unfortu- 
nately the exact tribal relations of the writers were not given. — [Ed.] 

HOW THE EARTH WAS MADE 

Before this world was made there was nothing but darkness. And 
the darkness rolled about in the air, and out of the darkness a black 
little ball was formed. 

It flew about in the air for many centuries, increasing its size until 
it was about six or seven times as large as a basket-ball. 

Finally this big black ball turned itself into a man. This man flew 
around in the air until once he determined to make something to 
dwell on. So he gathered all the dust in the air and formed a little ball. 

This he threw up into the air, hoping that if his plan should succeed, 
this ball would in some way stay in the air. 

The first trial was a failure. This he repeated several times, but 
every time he failed. 

The last time he threw it up, it staid in the air, and was held by 
some magic power. 

This Chuewut Ma-cki (or Earth Doctor) went and sat on it, and 
stretched it out as far as it could be stretched, until it reached the 
horizon. 

The earth did not stay very steady, for it balanced, and so he sent 
a spider to run along the edge and spin its thread, so as to keep it 
steady. [They believe that the earth was flat.] 

When this was done, he made the sun to rise in the east. When it 
was set, it was so dark as before, and so he made the moon and the stars. 

He then made the fruit-bearing trees and vegetables; and after that, 
the beasts, and the fowls of the air. 

The last that were made were the inhabitants. He then appointed 
the man Seaher to be the leader of the people. He was to rule the 
people, the authorities of Chuewut Ma-cki. 

But this man, after ruling for quite a while, sinned against Chuewut 
Ma-cki. 

He ruled the people in his own power, and led them to sin against 
their maker. 

Chuewut Ma-cki at once decided to destroy the people; and so he 
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sent out a man to go all over the world, but he did not tell him what to 
do. But the man obeyed, and started out; and as he was going, he 
got a little baby on the way, and he carried it with him. 

As he approached near where Seaher lives, he left the baby under a 
tree and went over to him. Seaher heard the baby crying, and he 
asked where the baby was. "Go bring him here! " he said. 

The man went; and as he came near to pick him up, he sank up to 
his knees, for the ground was softened by the tears of the baby, that 
ran down to the ground. He went back, told Seaher that it was of no 
use, the ground around was wet and soft. But he told him to go and 
get him some way. 

And again he started out for the baby ; but lo ! the ground was more 
soft, and little streams of water began to flow out of this place, and 
the flood arose from it. The Pima Indians fled, and took refuge on the 
mountains east of Phoenix or north of Florence. 

It is on this mountain where the great transmutation took place. 

As they were up there on that high mountain, they were anxious to 
know whether the water was going down or coming up. 

Once a man went down to see the water with his dog; and when they 
returned to the crowd on the top, the dog spoke, and the people turned 
into stone. 

When the water was abated, Chuewut Ma-cki made more people. 

The Indians now living in the United States are descended from them. 

Images of stones may still be seen on the top of this mountain, and 
also the dog may be seen standing beside its master. 

This is the origin of the Indians which so puzzled the white people. 

Johnson Azul. 

ORIGIN LEGEND 

The Indians of my race once believed this story. 

There was a person that they called their creator or their sister. 
She saw that the world was getting so bad, so the sister thought to 
destroy the earth with water. She made an olla out of a kind of sap 
that comes from the grease-wood, in which to save herself. Fox had 
heard about this; so he got a trunk of a tree and made a hole through, 
and left the one side open, so as to go in from. But, as he did not know 
how to shut the other side, he began to cry. The sister came and 
asked what was the matter. The fox told her his troubles. The 
sister told him how she had made hers. So the Fox took some of that, 
and made a door for that side. 

The Fox then said, "Now, if you or I get out first, shall roll this 
world." There was the bluebird, red-bird, and ksop (the smallest 
bird), who thought that they would go up to the sky and hang them- 
selves. So, as the water came, the sister went into her olla, the Fox in 
his place, and the birds flew to heaven and hung on to the blue sky. 
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While the water was upon the face of the earth, the sister's olla went 
east, and the Fox's south. 

As for the birds, the water was high enough that their tails were 
in the water. The bluebird was crying, and could not be comforted. 
At last the little Ksop said, "I am the smallest one, yet I am not cry- 
ing." Then the bluebird stopped crying. They staid for some 
months, and the water was not all gone yet. When the sister got out, 
she went and saw the birds coming down. She hunted for the Fox, 
who was not out yet. All the water was gone. He took mud and 
put it on his legs and his body to make believe he had been out a long 
time. As he saw the sister, he shouted, "I was the first out!" The 
birds said they had been out first. But the sister said nothing. So they 
went their way. But the sister went to a pond near by, and was getting 
some mud, when the Fox came and asked what she was going to do. 
The sister said that she was going to make some people to live on the 
earth. The Fox asked to help, and began to get his mud. When they 
got ready to make them, the Fox said, "Let us not show each other 
until we are through!" He turned his back, and began to make dolls 
with one arm or one leg, one eye, one of each part of the body, laughing 
at the same time. 

When they got through, they showed each other what they had 
made. The sister asked many questions about how they were going 
to work. The sister told him to take the dolls and put them behind the 
Ocean in another world. She did not care to have people like that. 
So he took them and put them there. The Indians still believe that 
there are people who are like that; and the sister breathed into those 
people that she had made, and they were alive. The Indians call the 
Fox our brother for fun. 

Louise. 

THE FOX'S JOURNEY 

Once there was a Fox who was going toward the east. He passed 
by a cottonwood -tree. 

As he went on a little farther from the tree, he heard a voice, saying, 
"Rough-edged ears, long paws, sharp mouth, long tail, gray eyes!" 
Whoever was saying this was kind of singing. 

When the Fox heard it, he thought to himself, "Why, the person 
meant me," and was kind of mad. 

So the Fox went back to the place where the sound seemed to be, 
but found nobody. 

He went on his way again. Pretty soon he heard the same voice, 
saying the very same thing again. 

Then he was so angry ; and he said, " If I find you, I am going to do 
something to you." So he went back to the same place, but this time 
he looked and looked, till at last he turned the leaves of the cotton - 
wood-tree upside down, which were on the ground. 
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There he found a Frog under one of the leaves. "Here you are! 
You are not any nicer than I am," he said when he found the Frog 
who was saying things about him. 

Then the Fox began to sing a little about the Frog too. This is 
what he said : "Big mouth, short legs, short back, no tail, ugly person ! " 
When the Fox finished his song, he said, " Now I am going to eat you 
up." Then the Frog said, "If you eat me without salt, every living 
thing will be drowned; but if you eat me with salt, nothing will be 
drowned." And of course the Fox could not wait, so he ate up the Frog. 

He went on his way after that. But when he looked back, he saw 
the water coming from out of his footprints. Water getting bigger 
and bigger, so the Fox climbed a cottonwood-tree. When the water 
was about to reach him, he climbed higher, till he was on the very top 
of the tree. There he saw some storks (?) coming. So he asked some 
of them if they had food with them. The storks said, "The water is 
not deep enough to drown you . Come down and have some food ! Just 
look here ! The water is not deep." They said so while walking about. 
Yet they only walked on top of the water. So the Fox believed them ; 
and, besides, he was hungry. So he jumped down. The water was 
very deep, so that he could not be on the surface any more. 

Martha Anton. 

YA-CHE-WOL 

Once on a time there lived a little animal, called by the Indians 
Ya-che-wol, that lived under the ground. 

One day he went out hunting, he got to a certain place, and began 
cutting down bushes, and enclosed all the animals that were there 
in that place, and then set it on fire. 

When he got this done, he went and stood in the centre, and began 
to sing. His song was this: 

Choke-choke-sai-good, Choke-choke-sai-good ; 
Chirt-dun en I he, Chirt-dun en I he. 

And while he sang this song, he was jumping up and down. The 
first time he sang, he sank into the ground up to his ankles; he sang 
it again, and this time he was in up to his knees; and so on till his 
whole body was under ground, and the fire met over him. 

He lay under the ground till it was cooled off; and then he came up 
and gathered all the animals that were burned, and carried them home, 
and gave his friends a great feast. 

One day he had been out as usual, and was at home drying the meat 
he had gotten. A Fox who was passing by saw the great lot of meat, 
and thought he would go and ask about it. 

Ya-che-wol told him where and how he got it. The Fox said he 
was going to try and get some meat too, and so he asked Ya-che-wol 
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again how he did it, and he was told again, and also was taught the 
little song. 

Well, the Fox went his way, and did just what he was told to do. 
After he set the bushes on fire, he went and stood in the middle, and 
began to sing. He went in up to his ankles, and then he never went 
any lower after that. 

And yet the fire was coming nearer every minute, and he sang louder 
than ever, but that did not help. At last the fire met over him, and 
he was burned with the other animals. 

His wife and children waited for him, but he did not come, and so 
they went to look for him. When they came to that place where he 
set the bushes on fire, they saw him lying with his mouth open among 
the other animals. 

They then gathered the animals he burned, and also his body, and 
took them home and enjoyed the meat; but poor Mr. Fox never got 
any to taste of. 

Lobi Anton. 

THE FOX AND THE DUCKS 

Once upon a time there were some Ducks that were cutting down 
some trees, and were singing away while they were at work, when 
suddenly an old Fox came out of the woods, and said, "What are you 
doing, my friends?" They told him that they were cutting trees and 
singing. 

He said he would like to try and cut some down too. So he got to 
work and began to cut them down ; but it was too hard for him, so he 
got tired, and said he would like to lie in the shade of one of those trees. 
So he did. He lay down and went to sleep. 

But one of the Ducks came and cut the tree under which the Fox 
was lying. When the Fox heard the tree coming down, he ran to save 
his life; but it fell on his tail, and he could not get out. He cried for 
help, but the birds only laughed and flew away. 

The Fox pulled and pulled to get his tail out, but he could not. So 
at last some one had pity on him and helped him. So he got out and 
went on his way home. 

As he was on his way home, he met a Duck, and asked him if he 
was one of them that was working in the woods. He said that he was. 
So the Fox said to that Duck, that he was to go to the Fox's house, 
where he would find his wife. He was to ask her to cook him, but 
she should be sure and leave the head for the Fox to eat when he came 
home. 

The Duck went; but when he got to the Fox's house, he said to the 
old Fox- Woman that her husband had said that she should cook him 
some of his and her shoes, and also some leather. So she said that she 
would do it. There was a cottonwood-tree near by, and a pond where 
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they got their water. The Duck went and sat on it where he could 
see himself in the water. So when the Fox came, he asked his wife 
where she had saved the head of the Duck. " Did the Duck come that 
I sent to tell you to cook him?" he said; and she said, "Yes, he came, 
but told me to cook these things, so I did." The Fox was very much 
displeased. And as he was going to get some water, there he saw the 
Duck, and he said, "There you are! I am going to eat you." So he 
went to his house and got a mortar, and tied it around his waist, 
and went into the water to get the Duck; but it was not heavy enough, 
so he came up and got a grinding-stone, and that was just too heavy. 
He sank into the water, and never returned. But he never reached the 
bird that he was after, because he was just up in a tree, while the Fox 
thought he was in the water. So he got drowned. 

Mary Williams. 

THE EAGLE 

There once lived a man who is said to have been good for nothing. 

But one day he metamorphosed himself into an Eagle. He went 
and lived upon a high steep mountain, and, coming down, killed people 
every day. 

One day a little man decided to kill him, and so went up; and finally, 
when he came to the place where the Eagle lives, the Eagle was away, 
but his wife was at home. 

The woman told him that he must hide himself, for it was about 
time for the coming of the Eagle. 

The little man at once transformed himself into a fly, and hid him- 
self under a pile of dead bodies. 

In a few hours came the Eagle with more dead bodies. After 
eating his dinner, being weary from his long journey, he lay down and 
went to sleep. 

The little man came out from his hiding-place, cut off the Eagle's 
head, and poured warm water over the dead bodies, and they came 
back to life again. But some had been there so long, that they turned 
white; and when the little man tried to talk to them, they talked a 
different language. So he separated them from the Indians, and 
called them white men. 

These legends are no longer believed, as the Indians are coming out 
of their superstition into a better knowledge. 

Johnson Azul (7th Grade). 

CASA BLANCA 

There is an Indian legend told by the Indians about the early 
inhabitants of this country. 

These people that are supposed to have lived a long time ago did not 
know how to make adobe. 
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They did nothing but work, because they were friendly, and they 
never fought each other. 

They went to work and put up a building many stories high. 

They did not have anything to carry the mud with, nor did they have 
any tools to use; but they carried the mud in their hands, and put it 
on the wall, and packed it till it staid on firmly. 

They worked on it for a long time, and they finished it at last. 

The walls were thick, and it contained many small rooms. This 
was their protection against the hot sun and rain. 

And there was a man whom they all depended upon in everything. 

This man had power to do anything he wanted, and all these 
people were afraid of him; and if anything happened, they would go 
to him, and he settled the matter. 

One time they were discontented with him, and began to think of 
killing him. Many plans were made how to kill him. 

They were in a house talking over the matter, and some one was 
found who could do it. 

This was a friend of the Sun. Four days were given him, and at 
the end of that time he was to try. 

After four days were over, he went eastward, where the sun rises; 
and in the morning, as the sun was coming up, he joined it, and followed 
it all the way till it set; and the next day he came home and told the 
people that within four days this man should die. 

This powerful man was thinking of no danger. After four days, 
the sun came up brightly, and it was hotter than ever. He could 
not stand it any longer. 

He had a bed which was always cold, a pond, a chair, and a rod. 
These were always cold. 

He went to his chair and sat on it, but it was hot, as if it had been 
heated. Then he went to his rod, and it was just as hot; then to his 
pond, and it was hot; and last he went to his bed, and there he died. 

When some of them knew it, they went and picked him up and threw 
him outside. 

Many years after, nothing was left of him but bones. 

All these years the people were happy, and their children always 
went every day to these bones, and played about, and jumped over 
them. 

Forty years passed after his death. One day these children went 
again, and found that his flesh was growing again. They ran back 
and told the people of this; and they told them to let him alone, for 
something would happen soon. 

On the next day they went again, and found that there was a white 
spot on his breast; and when they returned, they told their parents 
about it. And the third day they went, and he was sitting up fixing 
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his canteen ; and they told their parents that the old man was alive 
again, and was getting ready to take a long journey. The fourth 
day they found him gone. He sank into the ground, and went to 
the other side of the world, and there he told the people how his 
friends had treated him at home. And he wanted them to go and 
destroy them. 

A man who was a chief of that tribe called the people, and told them 
that a man had come from a strange country, and wanted to say some- 
thing to them all. 

In the evening they all gathered around him; and he told them of 
his wishes to fight these people, and they all agreed with him. 

A few days later they found themselves starting off, — men, women, 
and children. 

And as they came, he told these people that no one should look 
back as they were travelling along. Nobody was carrying anything 
except weapons. The Fox was foolish, and he looked back and saw 
that there were many. He said, "How are we going to fight them, 
for we are too many, and some of us might not kill any?" 

As soon as he stopped speaking, the place from where they came up 
was shut off, and many others did not come. They scolded him for 
looking back. 

And after going a little ways, he saw the babies as they were going 
by themselves. He said, "How is it that these babies are running by 
themselves? What will our people think of them? " 

And suddenly they all stopped, and the women had to carry them 
on their backs. 

They began their fighting. They killed every one of the people. 
Finally they came to this large strong building which was full of people. 
They could not do anything with it, but stood around it and looked at it 
for a long time. They tried to get inside, but they could not do it. 

A little Snake who was an orphan was brought before them all. He 
said, that if they would let him, he could do the work. 

They all looked upon him as he went to it and stretched himself 
around it, and pulled it with such force that the .walls began to fall 
little by little. This was continued till the whole building fell into 
ruins, and the people that were in it were buried. 

They continued their journey all over the country, and killed people. 

A Rattlesnake who could not run very fast never killed anyone, be- 
cause those that run fast would have killed all before he came. 

And finally he asked an animal that dug its hole in the ground to help 
him. And this creature dug into the ground, and the Snake followed 
him till they came to a village where the chief stands and calls the 
people when anything happens. There the Snake waited all night 
under the stone on which this chief stands. 
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Early in the morning the chief came along, and was standing on this 
stone. Rattlesnake raised his head and bit him on the heel, and there 
the chief died. 

In the morning, when they came to that place, they found that the 
chief had been killed by the Rattlesnake; and they thought much of 
him because he had killed the great man of that village. 

They passed on till they had killed every one, and none were left. 

They took their land, and lived in it many years. 

This great building that, was ruined is supposed to be the one which 
is now known as Casa Blanca. 

Miguel. 

THE TRANSFORMED GRANDMOTHER 

Once far away there lived an old woman, with her two grandchildren 
in a lonely place near a very high and steep mountain. 

One day she told her grandchildren that there was a plant that the 
Indians use for food, that grows on the mountains, and that she had 
made up her mind to gather some of it. 

She started at once toward the mountain near them. When she 
got to the bottom of the mountain, she looked up, but could not see 
the top; but she determined to climb it, so she took her cane in one 
hand, and sang her song. With these she continued to climb the 
steep mountain. She grew weary, and sat down, and looked up above; 
but still the top did not seem any nearer, so she began her climbing 
again. 

She had to rest many times before she could see the top she was 
aiming for. The poor woman had to rest again, as before, near the 
top. It was evening before she came to the top of the place. She had 
suffered all the way; for her feet were bleeding, being cut by rocks and 
thorns, till at last she stood before the plant itself. 

She began pulling the plant out of the ground, and she pulled it too 
hard; and away she rolled down the mountain-side, and the plant 
with her. 

Great stones and rocks rolled over her, and almost smashed her 
before her body could reach the bottom. She was killed on the way; 
but it was said that the bones picked themselves up and started 
toward home, singing a song. 

In the mean time the children began to get anxious for their grand- 
mother to return. So, as they sat around the little fire they had built, 
they heard some one singing or talking far away. Nearer and nearer 
the sound came ; and the younger one began to ask what it was that 
was making the noise. The older one knew this sound was made by 
her grandmother, so she told the younger one that they must go into 
the house and close the doorway With a kind of blanket that is made 
or woven like a basket. The material used for this is a kind of weed 
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that grows in the river sometimes, and is used to sleep or sit on, when 
cloth or blanket is not to be had, as it was at this time of my story. 
They went inside and held the "mine" over the door, as it is called 
in Pima, so that the woman might not enter. At last she came and 
ran around the house many times, singing as she ran. The children 
were planning what they would do if she should break in through the 
door. One of them said she would turn into a blue stone, and the 
other said he would turn into a stick burning at one end. So they 
dropped the "mine" they held in their hands. When the woman 
entered, there was nobody to be seen — only the blue stone and the 
burning stick. She stood calling, but no answer came. 

Lucy Howard. 

AN OLD WOMAN AND HER GRANDSONS 

Once there lived an old woman with two grandsons of hers. It hap- 
pened one day that there was a cow killed behind some hills. When 
she heard about it, she went to see if they would not give her a piece 
of meat. When she got there, the people were getting meat and going 
off; and before long everything was gone, and the poor woman was 
left with nothing. After everybody had gone away, she gathered two 
lumps of blood, and she placed them under some rocks near by. When 
this was done, she started home. When she got there, she told her 
boys that they must go every day and see the blood till it turned into 
animals. One day the boys went again to see the blood; and, to their 
great surprise, there were two little animals instead of blood. One 
was a little bear, and one was a little lion. They took them home to 
their grandmother, and she told them that each one could have one 
for a pet. 

One day the Indian women were going to play sticks, — a game 
which the Indian women used to enjoy so much ; and the grandmother 
and her boys were going. 

The boys took their pets along. When they got there, the people 
liked their pets, and some wanted to buy them ; but neither was willing 
to sell his pet. Some of the men said that they could have them, even 
if the boys did not want to give them up. They made a plan to kill 
the grandmother and take the animals away from those boys. When 
she found out the plan, she started right home with her boys and the 
animals. When they got home, she told her boys to run to the moun- 
tains to save their pets; and she also told them that when they came 
back, they would find her dead body lying by the wall, and that they 
must bury it in a big ditch near their house. After a while a tobacco- 
plant would grow on top of her grave for them to smoke. So the boys 
started to run. It was not long before the men appeared behind them. 
Every time they came nearer, the boys would throw the poor things 
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forward; then, when they got there, they would pick them up again. 
It was evening, and the men stopped and started back home. 

The boys were on the mountain. They could not come down, so 
they decided to spend the night up there. They found a nice place 
among the rocks; and the oldest went to sleep right away, but the 
younger one was afraid. After a while he heard somebody saying, 
"One was a little bear, one was a little bear;" and the foxes were 
crying, and the owls were also helping. The little boy could not stand 
this, so he woke his brother up; but his brother told him that he must 
have some sleep, or he would not reach home. So the little fellow 
fell asleep at last. 

In the morning they started home all safe. When they got home, 
sure enough, they found their grandmother dead and stiff. And they 
did as she wished, buried her in the ditch; and the tobacco grew on 
top of her grave, and they smoked it; and the big Black Beetle saw 
them, and he did as they had done; but he smoked too much. That 
is why the black beetle holds the hind part of its body way up in the 
air, and also gives out such a bad smell. 

Mariana Garcia. 

THE BROTHERS 

Long, long time ago there was a family who were living on the bank 
of a river. They had two boys. One of them was a fine-looking boy, 
and the other was an ugly-looking boy. 

One day their father thought that the two boys ought to get married. 
So he made a little house, into which he put his sons, and then he went 
around and told the people about it. Lots of the women wanted to get 
married. So they went and came to the place where that house stood. 
The father went in there and painted the boys' faces. He painted the 
boy's face that was an ugly-looking boy all around, and made it look 
very nice ; and when he painted the fine-looking boy's face, he did not 
paint it so nice as the other boy's, because he thought, when the women 
saw that fine-looking boy, all would want to be his wife. So he took 
them out and put them in each corner of the house, and told the people 
that all the women should take their choice. So one by one the women 
went to that ugly-looking boy whom his father had painted very nice, 
and they thought he was a fine-looking boy. And not one of them 
went to that fine-looking boy. 

His father was very sorry, for he wanted that fine-looking boy to get 
married. 

The ugly-looking boy took all the women that he had married, and 
went to the side of a mountain and lived there as a tribe of Indians. 
The other boy went with his father and mother and cousin to their home 
on the bank of the river, where they raised crops. 

The boy and his cousin would go to that field and work there all 
day, and come home in the evening. 
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The way they went across the river was to get into a basket and 
whirl it around. 

One day when they were going again, their father was very sad, 
for he knew that his other son was coming to kill them, but he did not 
tell them. 

So they went again, and staid over there in the field ; yet the father 
and mother got ready and fled away to the ocean, and then crossed 
it and made a home on the other side. 

While his son was working with his cousin, they saw dust going up. 
It was his brother coming to kill him. So he told his cousin to get 
into that basket and go away. She did so, and the boy staid there. 
And his brother came and killed him, took off his head and took it 
back to their home, where they played a game in which they rolled 
around that boy's head. 

The girl that had crossed the river went to her home, but she did not 
find the folks there; so she got some things that she thought she 
would need, and started to follow the old folks that had left their 
home and fled. She would go to rest where they had been resting; and 
when she had rested enough, she would go again until she came to the 
place where the other folks had slept. She would stay there and sleep, 
and early in the morning she would go again. 

One day she got a baby. She staid under a tree; for she did not 
know what to do, for it was very hot. She looked around and saw a 
hawk that was lying dead on the ground. She picked it up and made 
a cradle of it, and put her baby in there, and then she went on. As 
she was going, she thought she would give him a name; so she called 
him Hawk-Feathers-Cradle. When she came to the ocean, she got 
across; and when she was in sight of her home folks, the father and 
mother saw her coming and danced with joy. The mother ran to her, 
and took the baby in her arms and went to their home. 

When the baby was old enough, his grandfather made him a stick 
and bent it, and let him play with it all day for a long time, until 
he was a little older. Then his grandfather tied a string to that stick, 
and gave it to him, and he played with it until he was an older boy. 
Then his grandfather made a nice bow and arrow for him. 

Hawk-Feathers-Cradle would go to the seashore and pick up things 
that he thought good to eat. While he was standing on the shore, 
large fish would pass by him. Sometimes he tried to shoot them. One 
day he went to the shore again. There was a tree standing near the 
shore. He went under it for a rest. He sat down ; and as he looked 
up, he saw a bird sitting on a branch. He took his bow, aimed at it, 
and shot it in the leg. The bird fell to the ground. 

The bird said, "Cure me, Hawk-Feathers-Cradle, for I will save 
you some time when you are in danger." 
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Hawk-Feathers-Cradle took the arrow off, and cured the bird's leg. 
Then the bird said, " If there is something I can do for you, it is that I 
can turn you into a bird when you are in danger and want to become 
a bird for a while." Hawk-Feathers-Cradle was very much pleased, 
and went back home. 

The next day he came again to the shore. As he was standing by 
the shore, that fish that was not afraid came again. He got ready to 
shoot it. When that fish came near, he aimed at it, and shot it in 
the back. He quickly jumped in and took it out, and ran to his 
mother and told her about it. 

So they all went and got it. 

One day he went to the place where that other tribe of Indians lived 
on the mountain-side. He sat on the mountain, and watched them 
playing a game in which they rolled about the boy's head. So he 
thought about the bird that he had shot in the leg one day. He became 
a bird and flew down to where they were playing that game. He flew 
over that head. The people were scared. They got their bows and 
arrows and tried to shoot him. He went off, but he came back again. 
The men got their bows and arrows again, and one of them shot him 
in the leg, where the bird had told him he would be shot if he was not 
careful. Hawk-Feathers-Cradle went on the mountain and took off 
the arrow. He was very angry. He went and told all kinds of animals 
to help him fight the people on the mountain-side. They were all 
wanted to help. They all went and destroyed the people. 

Herbert Schurz. 

THE FIRST WHITE MEN SEEN 

It is said by the Pimas that a long time ago, when they never saw 
any white man, they were all living at Casa Blanca. Nobody lived 
at Salt River or Sacaton or Black Water. Once they saw great smoke 
rising from the ground about a mile away from where they lived. They 
did not know what it was. They were so scared, that they were about 
to run away. The chief said, " I will go and see what it is." He went 
on horseback, and saw. people just like them, but they had white skin. 
He did not show himself to them, but he just looked at them from some 
distance away. He went back and told the Pimas what their appear- 
ance was. And about seven o'clock they were passing near their homes. 
All the Pimas went to see them. The Pimas were standing on one side, 
watching them going along. They were white men that they saw. 
A great many of them were cutting trees before them. They were 
making the road. Many of them were soldiers, and many were riding 
on horseback. Cattle were going along with them. Many were just 
walking. There were about three hundred of them. About three 
o'clock they had all passed. The white people saw that the Pimas 
wore no clothes, so some of them tried to give them clothes. Some 



64 Journal of American Folk-Lore 

of them tried to give them money. But when the Pimas got it, they 
did not know that it was worth anything. They thought they were 
just stones. So they threw them on the ground, and the white people 
took them back. The Pimas never troubled the white people; but 
the Apaches made war against the white people. 

Edward Nelson (5th Grade) . 

THE DOG WHO BEFRIENDED A FOX 

Once upon a time there lived some people, and they had a dog that 
would never bark at foxes. His master had many chickens, and they 
were caught by the foxes. The dog lay around the house asleep all 
the time. And so one time his master did not feed him, and scolded 
the dog, who went away from the house. At last he made friends with 
a fox. They said to each other that they were very hungry. The Fox 
said they would go near the man's house, and stay a little distance 
from the house. And the Dog would go and lie down somewhere near 
his master's house, and the Fox would run and try to catch a hen. 
Then the Dog would bark at him, and run after and pretend to bite 
him. The Dog ran after the Fox a long distance, and then let him 
go, and came back to his master, who saw that the Dog had chased the 
Fox away. His master gave some meat to the Dog, who took the 
meat and followed his friend where he had chased him away. At last 
he found him under a bush. They divided the meat. After they 
got through, the Fox said that they would stay there until midnight, 
and then they would go and steal something to eat, when the people 
would be asleep and could not see them. So at midnight both went 
to where the Dog's master lived. They went to the house just next 
to where the people slept, and began to dig a hole at the bottom of the 
house. They made the hole through the house, and they both got 
inside. 

They hunted up the food, and they found some cheese. The Fox 
made a belt out of the string, and made holes through the cheese, as he 
cut it into little pieces. 

When the Fox had put the cheese all around his waist, he stopped. 
After a while he found a bottle. The Fox asked the Dog what it was. 
The Dog said thac was whiskey and made people crazy when they drank 
it. 

The Fox wanted to take a drink. The Dog tried not to let him, 
because he might get drunk and be caught; but the Dog could not keep 
him from drinking. So at last the Fox took a drink. The Fox wanted 
to drink some more. The Dog tried his best not to let him take any 
more drink; but at last the Dog gave it up, and so the Fox drank some 
more. And after a while the Fox said he would yell just a little, but 
not loud. So he yelled. The Fox said again he would yell again, 
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and that would be just a little louder than before. The Dog tried his 
best not to let him yell, but could not hinder him, and at last the 
Fox yelled loud. His friend the Dog ran out of the house and barked 
at him, and all the rest of the dogs came and barked around the house. 

The Dog's master heard this yell. He came out of his house and 
went around the other house where he kept things to eat. There 
he found a hole at the bottom of the house, and then he got in the house 
and killed the Fox in there. Then he went to bed again; and in the 
morning, when he went where he had killed the Fox, he found him 
lying on the ground with a belt of cheese. He called his family, and 
they had a laugh at him, and then threw him out of the house. And 
from then on, the Dog's master liked his dog and always treated him 
kindly. 

The dog never licked from now on. 

This is all. 

Jones Williams. 
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